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Thatneuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbation*, 

To morrow in tnc battaile thinke on me. 

And fall thy cdgelefle fword difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 

Dr came offucceffc and happie vittorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Choafl of 'Buckingham. 

Thcfirft was I that helpt thee to theCrowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

A nd die in terror of thy guiltinefle, 

Drcamc on,dreame on,of bloudic deeds and death, 
Fainting difpaire,difpairing yecld thy breath. 

To %ich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 

But cheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Richer d fterteth vp out of 4 dreamt. 

K.Ri. Giuc me another horfc,bind vp my wounds, 
Haue m crcic Iefu : foft,I did but dreamc. 

O Coward confcicnce, how doeft thou afflift me ? 

The lights burne blew,it is not dead midnighr. 

Cold fearcfull drops ftand on my trembling flefil, 

What do I feare my felfc # thcres none elfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, I am 1, 

Is there amurtherer here# no. Yes I am, 

Then flic,what from my felfe i great reafonw by# 

Leaft 1 reuenge- What my felfe vpcnmy felfe# 

Alackc I loue my felfe, wherefore# for any good 
That I my felfe haue done vnto my felfe # 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful 1 deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a villaine,yetl lie,l am not. 

Foolc of thy felfe fpeake well,foole do not flatter, 

My conidence hath a thoufand feucrall tongues, 

• And euerie tongue brings in a feucrall talc, 

And cutty talc condemns me for a villains ; 
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Periurie,periuac,in the higheft dfegree, 
MurtHer,fternemurther,in the dyreft degree, * % 

All fcuerall finnes,all vfde in each degree, 

Throng to the barre, crying a!l,gui!fie,guiltie. 

I (hall difpaire,thcrc is no creature loues me, 

And if I die, no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore (hould theyifince thatl my felfc, 

Finde in my felfe,no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murtherd. 

Came to my Tent,and euery one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter RetcUjfe. 

Ret. My Lord. 

Kt. Zoundes,who is there? 

Ret , Ratcliffc>my Lord,tis I ,the early village cocke, ' 
Hath twife done falutationto the mornc, 

Your friends are vp,and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rateliffe,I haue dreamd afcarfull dreamc, 
What thinkft thoi*rW*H eur frien d s pr o u eelbtrtte? 

%et . No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatcliffe,I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadowes. 
King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night, 

Haue ftrooke more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can thefubflance of ten thoufand fouldiers, 

Armed in proofc, and led by (hallow Richmond, 

Ttsnot yet neare day, come, go with me, 

Vnderour Tents He play the cwfe uropper, 

To fee if any meane to fhrinkc from ,mc. Fxtw tU 

Enter the Loreto Richmond, 

Lor. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich . Crie mercie Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen,. 
That you haue tane a tardie flug^ard here, . * 

Lor. How haue youflept my Lord? 

Rich. T he fwccteft fleepe, andfairieft boding drcames> 
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* ..«t euer eotred in a drowfie head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 
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